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You must have bungled, and raised a scandal
About your ears, that might well have shamed

The rudest Hun, the veriest Vandal,
Long or ever the bird was tamed.

Hugo
The convent is scarce surrounded yet,

We might reach and hold it against their force
Till another sun has risen and set;

And should I despatch my fleetest horse

To Otto-----

Orion
For Abbot, or Monk, or Friar,

Between ourselves, 'tis little you care
If their halls are harried by steel and fire ;

Their avarice left your heritage bare.
Forsake them I   Mitres, and cowls, and hoods,

Will cover vices while earth endures;
Through the green and gold of the summer woods

Bide out with that pretty bird of yours.
If again you fail to improve your chance,

Why, then, my friend, I can only say
You are duller far than the dullest lance

That rides in Dagobert's troop this day.
* F&mina semper,' frown not thus,

The girl was always giddy and wild,
Vain, and foolish, and frivolous,

Since she fled from her father's halls, a child.
I sought to initiate you once

In the mystic lore of the old Chaldsean;
But I found you far too stubborn a dunce,

And your tastes are coarser and more plebeian.
Yet mark my words, for I read the stars,

And trace the future in yonder sky:
To the right are wars and rumours of wars,

To the left are peace and prosperity.
Fear nought.   The world shall never detect

The cloven hoof, so carefully hid